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Paddy browsed, juice-washed, Flute-hissed, coral scratched, Pearl-pelted, Fear-sipped, Bee-hived, locks-brushed, Konrai-wreathed, Crescent-prick'd, Bone-cinctured, Crane-peck'd, Snake-sizzled, Veda-boom'd, Rishab-hooved, Lotus-fibre'd Fretfully, fretMy maime-currented Salted, suckled, curdled, Butter'd, ghee'd, Linctus-touch'd, Nectar-fermented, azymously! And finally, finally, Water-irrigated To be one'd with Sadasiva My sheer entelechy. I too am wasp-waisted now.
(Pritvi sighs)
With Him and Uma in Me.
(Pritvi Swoons) (Rises again)
Why should these teachers,
These Four Greats,
Cry Him, Hymn Him,
Quarrel withHim,
And esoterically woo Him?
Why all the stars
Seven and twenty
From Sambandar'sTo Sekkizhar's
a
I secrete honey.
